
\igody of Hamlet 
May one be pardoned and retain t th'offcnce? 

In the corrupted currents of this world. 

Offences guided hand may Chow by iuftice, 

And ofc tis fccne the wicked ptizeit fclfe 
Buyes cu the law, but tis not fo abouc, 

Thereis no fliufling,thcre the adlion lies 
i. Inhistruenature.,and wcourfeiues compel d 
Euen to the teeth and forehead of our faults 
Togiuein ctiidence: what then.whatrcfts ? 

Try what repentance can,what can it not, 

|! Yet what can it, when one cannot repent? 

O wretched hate, O bofome blackeas death, 

||j Olimcd foule, that Struggling to be free, 
ij Artmoreingaged ! helpe Angles make affay, 

I Bow ftubborne knee.vand hart with firings of ficele, 
• Be foft as finnewes of the new borne babe, 

I AH maybe well. 
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Enter Warn let. 

Warn. Now might I doe it, but now a is a praying. 
And now lie doo’t, and fo a goes to heauen, 
ij! And fo am I rcucndge.that would be fcand 
A villainc kills my father, and for that, 

1 1 his foie fonne,doe this fame villainefend 
, To heauen. 

ji Why.thisisbafcand filly.- — not reuendge, 

I A tooke mv father grofely.full of bread, 
t Withall his crimes broad blovvne.as flufh as May, 
ii ]; And how his audit ftands who knowes fauc heauen,. 

' But incur circumftancc and courfe of thought, 
yTis heauy with him rand am. I then retiendged 
>i,To take him in the purging o f his foule, 

, i,When he is fit and feafoned for his pafiage? 

ko, 

ij Vp fword,and know thou a more horrid hent, 

I [When he is drunke,afleepe,or in his rage, 

BOr in tlfinccftious pleafure of his bed, 

; ^At game, a fwearing,or about lome a£t 
T.Uat has no rclifli offaluation iff t. 


it'll* 


Tr /“ a ic'Sj Uenmar/ceT 

Then trip him that his hcele mas kick at heauen, 

And that his foule may be as damnd and blacke 
As hell whereto it goes ; my mother ftaics. 

This phificke but prolongs thyfickly daies. 

King. My words fly vp,my thoughts remaine below 
Words without thoughts neucr to hcautn goc. Exit. 



Exits 


Enter Gertrard And Polenitu. 

Veto. A will come flraitjooke you lay home to him. 

Tell him his prancks haue beene too broad to bcarc with. 

And that your grace hath fereen’d and flood between* 

Much heatc and him, lie filenceme cucn hcerc. 

Pray you be round. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ger. UewaitcyoUjfcaremenot, 

With-draw,l hcare him comming. 

Ham. Now mother,whatVtfie matter* 

Ger. Hamlet i thou haft thyfathcr much offended. 

Ham. Mother you hauemy father much offended. 

Ger. Comc,comc,you anfwer with an idle tongue. 

Ham. Goe goe,you queftion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger. Why how now Hamleti 
Ham. What’s the matter now* 

Ger. Haue you forgot me* 

Ham. No by the rood not lo. 

You are the Queene,your husbands brothers wife. 

And would it were not fo,you arc my mother. 
for. Nay then He fet thofe to you that can fpeake. 

Ham, Come,come,and fit you downe,you lhail not boudec, 
Yougocnot till I fet you vp a glaffc ' S * 

Where you may lee the moft part: of you, 

He^e liop^ 3tW ^ tt ^ 0 ' wilt not murthcr me* 

Pwk, What hoc helpe, 

STr ! ? ow "° ;v ’ a R^t, dead for aDuckac,dcad. 
Olamflaine. 

Ger. O me, what haft thou done* 

Nay I know not, is it \ 
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